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Staunton resident and professional Na ee jem Thomas, has taken stunaing, a of our campus. Used with his permission, here 
is just one example. You can contact Tom at https://www.mucl 


The future of AMA rest in the hands of local residents of local pesidenis like Tom and in the very capable hands of 
the descendants of AMA like Gordon Metz’s son, Chris Metz, and his family. They showed their dedication at this 
year’s reunion and Chris’ decision to become involved 
with our Legacy Preservation Corps. 
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Augusta Military Academp Alumni Foundation, Jne. 
Fall 2022 


Dear fellow Alumni and friends, 


I write this letter with some trepidation due to the fact that it most 
probably will be my last Chairman’s letter published in the Bayonet. 


I announced in the October issue of the Museum Newsletter, that 
the Bayonet’s longtime editor BJ d’Orsay, is going to step away 
from preparing our much-loved Alumni Periodical. In spite of BJ’s 
constant plea for help with the onerous job and responsibility that 
he carries being editor of the Bayonet, nobody answered the call. 


Just so everybody can appreciate what BJ dOrsay does for this 
organization, I will delineate just a few of the hats that he wears in 
the support of the AMA Alumni Foundation: 


BJ is currently a director on the AMA Alumni Foundation Board, 
he has served as Secretary of the board in the past, Editor of the 
Bayonet, Webmaster of the museum web page, (I must add that BJ 
covers 100% of all costs related to keeping the page open), manages 
the PX on line, works with the Amy and the museum staff updating 
and organizing the Past Perfect computer software which pretty 
much holds every byte of information that the Foundation and 
Museum currently have in terms of Collection and Alumni and 
friends database. He is continually working on projects for the 
Chairman and other board officers. And he is a generous donor of 
coin to our organization. That’s what I can recite at this moment, but 


I am sure that he is probably working on many 
more “projects” that I may be unaware of! 


So, I hope everyone appreciates what BJ has 
and is currently is doing for our organization. 
If we had just a few BJ clones, we would be in 


nonprofit organization Nirvana. 


BJ, thank you for all that you have done for the 
AMA Alumni Foundation and our museum, 
and for what you will go on to do for us in the future! 


I will continue to publish the Museum Newsletter to the best of my 
ability, in spite of my lack of journalistic savvy. (I was not a Doc 
Boy) So as in the past, I may slip up and use improper grammar, 
punctuation and will most probably misspell names and other 
important things. Consider this statement a future apology to 
everyone that has suffered my unintended slips. Nevertheless, I will 
strive to keep everyone well informed in an honest, transparent and 
in a mater of fact style, which is the only way I know how. 


Cordially, 
~) ae ail 


Douglas W. Pennock 
Chairman, AMA Alumni Foundation 


Auqusta Military Academy Alumni Assoctation, June. 


Fall 2022 


Greetings Brothers and Friends, 


I hope that everyone is doing well and those of you that 
attended Reunion 2022 had a wonderful time. This year’s 
reunion was truly outstanding. This is the first reunion that 
a son of an alum spoke as our guest speaker. Chris Metz, 
son of Gordon and Brenda Metz spoke on the war in the 
Ukraine. Chris addressed his experiences in the country and 
his exposure to the war. 

On a lighter side Herb Maher did a superb job roasting 
the chair of the Foundation. Herb had all the charts and 
darts to show how badly Doug Pennock wanted to be in 
Band Company. At the end of the roast Herb awarded Doug 
the Band Company cord. 

I also want to take this opportunity to thank our reunion 
committee, Herb Maher, Lee Ramsey and their wives for 
all the hard work. A truly superb performance by all. Also, 
a very special thanks to our director of the museum, Amy 
Hensley and her staff. Without Amy and her folks, we 
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would have had a tough time making it to 
the finish line. 

Thanks to everyone that contributed 
to our fundraiser. I believe that this year 
topped them all. However, we need to 
continue to push for more folks to take 
part. Anything that you as individuals 
can do to support the museum as docents 
and event participation, please do it now. That goes double 
for contributions if you are not giving do it now. Fifty more 
people giving $50.00 by credit card a month will make an 
enormous difference in our operation. 

Lastly, we would like to have a mini reunion in Kinston 
and Raleigh, North Carolina area. The museum can supply 
the contacts of those in the area. 

Respectfully, 
Stephen G. Trent pe DAN 


President AMA Alumni Association 


The Bayonet is distributed to alumni and friends of the 


AMA news will be continued via our 
monthly newsletter, published by 
Doug Pennock. 


welcomes information and articles for or about AMA alumni. 


Mail or email information to him at 


marriages, deaths, etc. Digital photos should be at least 300 dpi 


Fort Defiance, VA 24437-0100 
Editor: B.J. dOrsay, “70 


welcome. 


and preferably in TIFF format. 


Printed color photos are also  Chairman.amafoundation@AMAalumni.org 
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Dear AMA cadets and friends, 


Many of you know that I have been diagnosed with a multitude of physical problems that over the past two years that 
have been debilitating to say the least. I have only been to my office (upstairs) 4 times in two years. In the process of 
filing some papers on my last trip to my desk, I came across a file of an old friend who met a very untimely death. The 
poem to the right was sent out to all of the friends that “Jim “ had acquired in his short life. 


Please take the time to read not once, 
but many times to feel the loss of a 
friend. Then accept the challenge pre- 
sented after reading the poem. 


I now ask you to take the time to send 
two or more letters ( even a post card 
) One to a friend who you have lost 
contact with over the years and one to 
me at the address below. 


For each letter that I receive, I will 
make a small cash donation to the 
AMA Foundation. 


I don't want cash from you, just a 
note about yourself and any news that 
should go into Class Notes section of 
The Bayonet, or our monthly email 
newsletter. 


Then, maybe , you and others won't 
become “a vanished friend”. I look 
forward to your note and the Very best 
wishes to you.! 


Frank Williamson AMA’60 


Frank Williamson 
12613 Bradway Court 
Richmond, Va. 23233 


<7 i 
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Around The Corner 


Around the corner I have a friend, 

In this great city that has no end, 

Yet the days go by and weeks rush on, 
And before | know it, a year is gone. 


And | never see my old friends face, 
For life is a swift and terrible race, 
He knows | like him just as well, 
As in the days when | rang his bell. 
. J wr 
And he rang mine but we were younger then, 
And now we are busy, tired men. 
Tired of playing a foolish game, 
Tired of trying to make a name. 


*"Tomorrow' | say! ‘I will call on Jim 

Just to show that I'm thinking of him’, 

But tomorrow comes and tomorrow goes, 
And distance between us grows and grows. 


or 
ad 


° 


7 


Around the corner, yet miles away, 


"Here's a telegram sir,’ ‘Jim died today." 
And that's what we get and deserve in the end. 
Around the corner, a vanished friend. 


Charles Hanson Towne 


The note I received from Frank when he submitted this: 


It is a true happening in my life. Jim (not his real name) my friend was an All American running back from Vanderbilt and 
for the New York Giants. He passed away and his friends extended all over the USA and you would be astonished at the 
numbers of friends that responded to the letter sent out. Over 1000 folks sent a card or letter. 


Thanks again for helping me with this project. 


Frank. 
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THE FOUNDER OF AUGUSTA MILITARY ACADEMY 
CHARLES SOMMERVILLE ROLLER 


1844-1907 


The founder of Augusta Military Academy, Charles 
Summerville Roller, was of hardy stock, the true 
American type, English, German and Scotch Irish 
mixed. He had a sound mind, and a sound body, and 
his whole nature was seasoned with a love for humanity, 
and controlled and guided by sweet reasonableness. 
He lived through the most trying and tragic period of 
American history, and needed all the gifts and strength 
that nature had endowed him with. 


At an early age he showed an aptitude for books, an 
unquenchable desire for knowledge, and a disposition 
to think for himself on all subjects. He was never a 
trailer, nor a blind follower of any one. In the academic 
schools of his native county, Augusta, he acquired a 
good training in the classics, and when he entered the 
University of Virginia, he was well prepared for the 
academic course. His ambition was to obtain an M. A. 
degree, but before he became a master, there came the 
call to arms to defend his beloved Virginia. He enlisted 
as a private, and served throughout the war as a private. 


He was opposed to disunion, and when the secession 
convention was in session at Richmond, he looked on 
with the deepest interest. He rejoiced when there was a 
majority vote for Virginia to remain in the Union; but 
then shortly followed the fall of Fort Sumpter, and Mr. 
Lincoln's call for volunteers, and then the convention 
in wild excitement swung for secession, and Virginia 
was torn from the Union in a volcanic outburst, and 
unionists and secessionists united as one man in defense 
of their State, and the Southland. Young Roller with his 
people fought to the last ditch for what was from the 
beginning, a forlorn hope, but the fighting for him was 
for his beloved State for which he was ready to give his 
life. 


When the war between the states closed, the people of 
the South, and particularly of Virginia, were in a pitiable 
condition, and near the point of starvation. The whole 
white population was not only poverty stricken, but 
humiliated and discouraged, and there were in the South 
four million of negroes, flung from slavery into freedom, 
and with no preparation for the change. Virginia had 
been the battle-ground of the republic. Contending 
armies had swept over her from the mountains to the 


sea, and in the great rich valley not a barn, nor a mill, 
nor a fence was left, and her people had almost nothing 
to eat, and almost nothing to wear. 


Young Roller had resolutely and fearlessly gone through 
all the horrors of the war, and at the end the question 
was, what should he do; go north or west, where there 
was money and industries, commerce and business, and 
great opportunities, or stay here in his poverty stricken 
and desolated county and help to build up and make 
a New South, and a new Virginia? He answered this 
question as he had answered the call to arms in 1861. 
Rich and lucrative offers came to him from the North, 
and from the West, but what were they to the cry for 
help from his own beloved and suffering people. He 
resolved to give his intellect and labor, his love and life, 
to the upbuilding of his dear Virginia and the Southland. 
He at once went to work and labored with his might at 
anything that his hands found before them to do. He 
realized the nobility of labor, and that to serve his State 
by honest toil was sacred and enabling, but the great 
call that came to him was to teach and encourage his 
disconsolate countrymen. He answered by beginning 
his work with a burning enthusiasm. ‘The place selected 
for this work was on the grounds where his Scotch- 
Irish ancestors had built their temple of worship, and 
had fortified it against the savage attack of the Indians, 
and he was animated by the same spirit as were the 
fathers, and his motto was ad astra per aspera, “To the 
stars through difficulties.” The young men flocked about 
him, and filled his school to overflowing and gave him 
his limit of work from the start. All were poor, without 
money, there was then no money, it had gone to ashes 
with the Confederacy, but he gave his labor free, and 
waited for his reward, thinking only of his duty, and the 
betterment of his people. 


He sowed the seeds of the New South, and saw them 
grow and bear fruit, and his soul was aflame with the 
new awakening. He showed by example that the teacher 
is rewarded by benefiting others. He had health of 
mind and of body, kindness and good cheer, and ripe 
scholarship, and he staked his life and attainments on 
the altar of usefulness and helpfulness. 


When he was called to arms from the University of 
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Virginia, he was known as one of its most promising 
scholars, and during all the hardships and privations of 
the war, he had not let his mind rust. As a private soldier 
he studied men and things at first hand, and he managed 
always to have and carry with him in camp, and on the 
march some one or more of the Latin or Greek classics; and 
in one of the hard fought battles, a pocket copy of Juvenal 
saved his life. He was a man of rare education and culture, 
and endowed with the exceptional gift of imparting what he 
knew, and of inspiring others with the desire to know, and 
to do something well. 


He loved his State with the rarest devotion; this love was a 
passion surging, uplifting into ecstasy. To him no other place 
was like Virginia in history and romance. There, said he, are 
Jamestown and Yorktown, Mount Vernon and Monticello, 
and there they will remain forever, as eternal monuments of 
glory. And the very climax of it all was the Great Valley, his 
home, and the home of his heroic ancestors, with its setting 
of history, enchanting beauty, and its grand wild places. 


Mr. Roller taught how to think, how to use our natural gifts, 
and that it is better to think wrong, than not at all, for the 
power to think is soon lost by not using it, and the mind 
free to think will soon right itself. He was reasonable and 
just, and beyond his day and time in liberality, and breadth 
of thought. He stood for free thinking and righteous living, 
and for all that brings love and joy and laughter and good 
fellowship into life. He had the remarkable gift to teach and 
inspire without the advising habit, which is never pleasing 
to others, and he realized that advice is never acceptable to 
either young or old unless it is wanted. Many a young life 
is turned from the right way by too much advice. He knew 
that humanity is sound at heart, and he believed in the good 
in the boys under him. The old theory of utter depravity did 
not appeal to him. He believed in his boys even when they 
lied to him and he knew it, for, as he said, belief in the end 
wins, and not distrust. 


The great teacher is not always the one who imparts the 
most knowledge, but is the one who inspires higher and 
nobler ideals, and in this Mr. Roller was a past master. He 
understood, too, that there are qualities in life above and 
beyond intellectual attainments. He used to say to the 
young men who contemplated being teachers, that the life 
of a teacher must be a sacrifice to duty, and unselfishness. 
Generally, as he said, the reward of a teacher is meagre in 
money and in reputation, although his qualifications may be 
of the highest and that it takes courage, and the highest sense 
of duty to devote ones life to teaching. In this self-centered 
world, the teacher working patiently in the schoolroom, 
or lecture hall, is little heard of. The applause of the world 
rarely comes to his ears to encourage and to stimulate him, 
but yet he is expected to work on for duty’s sake, and to help 


others. He works unheralded and unknown, except to the 
few who come directly under his influence and example, 
but yet such life is the great life. 


This master of teachers taught the languages, in fact all 
subjects in a natural, simple way, and yet gave wings to 
every subject that he taught. He read Latin and Greek as one 
reads his own language, and taught his scholars to read and 
get the meaning of the words from the context; and syntax, 
he taught the reason thereof, the metre, the beauty thereof. 
His classical scholars entered with him into the spirit of the 
great writers of the ancients, and the very name of the old 
teacher recalls the joy of it all. He had wonderful command 
of pure and rhythmic English, and it was a feast of the Gods 
to hear him lecture on the great masters of our language. 
Mathematics he taught from the simple to the highest, 
and made its use apparent from common accounts to the 
measurements of the heavens. He pointed to the sciences 
as the new light of the ages, and predicted their revelation 
of the mysteries of the universe. But above all else he taught 
that human rights are above all property rights — above all 
other rights — and as sacred as the very inner sanctuary of the 
holy temple of God. Scholarly and cultured, always learning, 
and always a teacher, he shed on every subject a magic and 
roseate charm without ever encroaching on common sense. 
The sweet communion in his school between teacher and 
scholar was delightful, and the very highest inspiration of 
life. Teaching with Mr. Roller was an art — a high art — a 
beautiful way of doing it. He was a teacher by nature, and 
fortunately for his country, teaching was the business of his 
life, and the thing of all things that gave him joy, and he will 
always be remembered as one of the greatest teachers of his 
country. 

The spirit force of this great teacher will always be a power 
for good, and his life work an example to teachers and 
scholars, and to the advocates of human rights. About his 
memory there will always glow in letters that blaze the 
name of the unforgettable — founder of Augusta Military 
Academy. 


Charles Curry, 
A.M. A. 74 to ’83. 


Reprinted from the May 8, 1930 Bayonet. 
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THE LENGTHENED SHADOW 


Lines in memory of one of Virginias great educators, Charles 
Sommerville Roller, Founder of Augusta Military Academy. 


Fair I sec thee, Alma Mater, 

With the Old Fort’s walls nearby, 

See thy stately gray-wrought towers 

Bathed in blue of sapphire sky. 

Sec thy verdant lawns aglow with Fragrant flowers in 


Truth he held as fairest jewel In the crown of manly worth, 
Youth he loved with an affection born above the plains of 
earth ; 

In parentis loco, never 

Proved he false to parent’s son. 


radiant bloom. ee Holding high the torch of honor Oer the course a man 
Incense lending halls safe guiding "To the Stars onld-caa. 
Through Bars of Gloom: 


Come, hut soft ! for now he sleepeth Near where first he 
taught to youth That response to call of duty Is to heed the 
voice of Truth. 

Yes, his ashes rest full peaceful, 

But his spirit, freed from earth, 

Lives in realms of knighted honor And of knighthood’s 
honored worth ! 

Gone the primal little schoolhouse, 

Stilled its noonday hour of play, 

Past the master’s cheering greeting— Borne on wings of 
time away : 

But, would’st see how well he builded? 

Would’st behold his visioned plan? 

Look upon those youth-thronged barracks— Lengthened 
shadow of the man! 


But, in reverie, I see thee 

In yon Olden Stone Church grove. 

There, a modest little schoolhouse, 

But a school where honor throve. 

Where thy builder led his scholars, 

Living words of Golden Rule. 

Where his heartborn smile crowned study, But where 
dunce-cap neer crowned fool. 

From thy portals, on life's highway. 

I have found both joy and rue, 

Meeting folk of varied values As a traveler’s won't to do; 
But, of all that I have met with, 

None I’ve found more free from dross 

Than that gentleman, headmaster, 

Whom, with love, we called "Old Boss.” 


Though thy walls have greater compass 
Than in days when he was nigh, 

Though thy corps has doubled, trebled, 
Though thy plaudits reach the sky, 

None hast thou to duty truer None more 
free from worthless dross Than that gen- 
tleman, headmaster, 

Whom, with love, we called “Old Boss !” 
—Henry C. Stout. 


Reprinted from the May 8, 1930 Bayonet 
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Marc Aronson, ‘68 
Our Newest Foundation Board Member 


Marc Aronson ’68, is from Pittsburgh, PA, where the family has roots going back to at least 1885. 
He attended AMA from 1964-1968. He was a member of the Roller Rifles his senior year. 


In the years after leaving AMA Marc was involved in the Alumni Association early on, at one time 

publishing early editions of The Bayonet. He contributed computers and office equipment to the 

Association's museum and otherwise made financial contributions when able and the opportunity 

presented itself. After graduating from AMA, he voluntarily joined the US Army. As a Sergeant in 

the artillery, he served his country in Vietnam for 18 months starting in September of 1969. He received a Bronze Star with 
a “V” (for valor) for his actions during the battle of Fire Support Base Ripcord with the 101st Airborne Division. 


In September of 1972 he started his career in the family business, E. R. Munro and Company. Marc's assignment was with 
the Pennsylvania Association of Notaries (managed by E. R. Munro and Company) where he is still employed today as 
President & CEO, 50 years later. 


He has worked with the Property Records Industry Association (PRIA) for 20+ years co-chairing various committees, 
writing and editing white papers, organizing and running conferences and helping out wherever his skill set permits, 
including two terms as a Board member. He now serves on the president’s Council of Advisors. In 2022 he was only the 
eighth member of the Association in twenty years to receive the Association’s Founders Award. 


He is recognized nationally as an expert in the notarial field with expertise in electronic signatures and records, electronic 
notarization, electronic recording of documents in the public record, and other notary-related issues. He is an active 
participant with the Uniform Law Commission as an Observer on a number of initiatives and initiated the development 
of a revised national notary law. He is also active with the National Association of Secretaries of State's Notary Public 
Section, the Electronic Signature and Records Association, the Mortgage Bankers Association’s standards maintenance 
organization, the American Land Title Association, the American Association of Motor Vehicle Administrators, and other 
associations whose work touches upon the work and actions of the notary public. 


Marc's LinkedIn page: https://www.linkedin.com/in/marc-l-aronson-2a304b6/ 


Marc has one married son and will soon have his first grandchild. Marc has been engaged to his fiancée, Judi, for 24 years. 
For relaxation, Marc is a private pilot who likes to fly small planes, eat good food, and travel. 


He looks forward to assisting the AMA Foundation in keeping the name and memory of the Association alive and well in 
the years to come. 


Foundation Board, 2022-2023 


Officers Members Non-Voting Members 
Chairman Doug Pennock “72 Frank Williamson ’60 Investment Advisor: Chuck 
Vice Chairman Tom Del Valle Marc Aronson ’68 Williams 
‘73 B.J. dOrsay “70 Legacy Scholarship Judge: Dr. 
Secretary John Arthur ’75 Jorge Rovirosa ’70 Mary Decredico 
Treasurer Gary Cripps ’71 Garry Granger ’71 Staff 


Chaplain Gordon R. Metz ’68 Larry D. Nicholson ’75 Amy Hensley, Administrator 
Brett Thompson ’75 Rich Vanbreeman, Collections 
Stephen G. Trent, ’70 Curator 
Christopher Correa, Volunteer 
Coordinator and PX Manager 
Autumn Hitt, Intern 
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Strategic Business Plan 


Members of the fundraising spent much of the summer formulating a strategic business plan for the Foundation as we move 
forward in our fundraising efforts. We have solicited several grant writers who will utilize this document as they present Augusta 
Military Academy Alumni Foundation to foundations as they seek grants to help us improve out museum and our presence in 
Fort Defiance, Augusta County, and the State of Virginia. These grants will allow us to present our history and heritage as we 


educate the public about our school. 


A copy of this document was handed out during the reunion, and you can download and read it yourselves at 


https://amaalumni.org/about/ama-foundation/ 


THANK YOU TO OUR 2022 
AMA REUNION SPONSORS 
FOR THEIR GENEROSITY 

We were able to serve some excellent 
meals at the 2022 reunion weekend 
thanks to the generosity of the people 
listed below! 
enjoyed the upgraded menus and 


We hope everyone 


we would certainly appreciate any 
constructive feedback you may have 
in order to make the 2023 reunion an 
even better experience! 


DIAMOND Level 


Marc Aronson, Class of 1968 
Tom Del Valle, Class of 1973 
Doug Pennock, Class of 1972 
Jeff Schroeder Class of 1967 


PLATINUM Level 


John Arthur, Class of 1975 
Lee Ramsey, Class of 1973 
Jorge Rovirosa, Class of 1970 
Steve Trent, Class of 1970 


GOLD Level 
Gary Cripps, Class of 1971 
Brian Hart, Class of 1966 
Herb Maher, Class of 1972 
William McVey, Class of 1960 


SILVER Level 


Garry Granger, Class of 1971 
Jeff Wenzel, Class of 1970 
Family of Virginia Sumerville Hallock 


Legacy Preservation Corps 


Jim Belcher Jr 


During R-2022, Jim Belcher Jr. (Chairman of the 
LPC) spoke at the Friday night Banquet, then on 
Saturday morning, held a meeting with potential 
members interested in being part of the Legacy 
Preservation Corps. 


The initial reaction is extremely favorable as 
numerous people are showing a great deal of 
interest in helping preserve AMA‘s Legacy. Requests from the attendees included, 
asking to develop a webpage, asking for a list of past Scholarship recipients and 
scheduling future meetings. 


The participants include children, grandchildren, wives and friends of AMA 
Alumni. We're anxious to watch them grow, manage themselves and prepare 
to take over the organization when that bottle of Virginia Gentlemen (Tower of 
Power) is consumed by the last two alumni. 


Purpose of the Corps: 


To create an organization of descendants and/or friends of Augusta Military 
Academy Alumni, Faculty and Staff, who are passionate about the Academy and 
dedicated to the preserving AMA's legacy and to: 


e Learn and share the history of our Academy 

¢ Be trained to be effective docents at the museum 

e Keep the memories and stories of AMA alive 

e Manage the AMA Alumni Foundation into perpetuity 


Expectations of members: 


¢ Meet regularly 

e Develop a structure and management / leadership 

e Seek participants 

¢ Assist with financial stability 

¢ Protect and preserve AMA's history, artifacts and legacy 


If you're interested or know someone that wants to join the Legacy Preservation 
Corps... contact Jim Belcher Jr. at: 


540.256.1676 or Belcher.LegacyPreservation@AMAalumni.org 
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We also had five Virginia State and County dignitaries join us at our Friday night Banquet: Senator Emmett Hanger 
and his wife Sharon, Jon Avoli, member of the Virginia House of Delegates, Chris Runion, member of the Virginia 
House of Delegates, Steve Landis, Clerk of Court, Augusta County and his wife Angie, and Jeff Slaven, member of the 
Augusta County Board of Supervisors and his wife Dana. I can tell you, that each and every one of them walked away 
that evening with a sense of awe and respect for how passionate the AMA Alumni brotherhood still is 39 years after 
the school closed! 


Jeff Slaven had an Augusta County Board of Supervisors meeting a few days after reunion 2022. You can listen to the 
speech he made to his fellow supervisors and the attending public by clicking the link below. After you listen to his 
speech, I believe you will agree with my assessment of his impressions of the AMA Group. 


You can hear the audio of his talk here. or on our website at 
https://amaalumni.org/wp-content/uploads/AugustaCountyBoardofSupervisors-Jeft-Slaven-Comments.mp3 
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(L-R) Back Row: Doug Pennock, Senator Emmett Hanger, Delegate Chris 

Runion, Bud Oakey, The Honorable Steve Landis, The Honorable Jeff Slaven 

Front Row: Chris Metz, Marina Jeirles (Legacy Scholarship), Fei Rosebro 
(Legacy Scholarship), Delegate John Avoli and Steve Trent 


Karl Haleamau, ‘71, on the left. He was born and raised in Hawaii. He 
currently lives in Seattle. Shawn “Ogi” Ogimanchi, ‘77, in the middle. 
He currently lives on the Big Island in the state of Hawaii. Mac McInnis, 


| ) a ; ) k O ; | ] ‘67, on the right. He currently lives on the Big Island in the state of 
e Hawaii. This maybe the 1st time AMA had 3 graduates back for a reunion 
with ties to Hawaii. 


Thanks to all who helped during the reunion. There are so many, | am sure to omit someone, so please accept my 
apology in advance if your name does not appear here: 


First and foremost, Herb Maher, Lee Ramsey, and Steve Trent for organizing the whole reunion. Amy Hensley, 
Chris Correa, and Rich vanBreemen for the local leg work to put all the details in place. Victor Gomez for 
taking so many photos and posting on Facebook. Bud Oakey for playing taps during Founders Day ceremony 
and making arrangements for the visiting dignitaries. Mike Kidd for audio assistance. Trudy Pennock, Anne 
Maher, Karen Ramsey and Ashley Jones for helping with registration and anywhere else needed. Chris Metz 
for Sharing his remarkable story about his dedication to human rights and his visits to the Ukraine and his 
involvement in the Legacy preservation Corps. Brett Thompson and Scott Travers for cooking lunch on the 
grill. Herb Maher for roasting Chairman Pennock. Garry Granger for sending me so many photos and MC’ing 
Friday Night . Billy Sturgis for hawking the 50/50 and Tower of Power tickets. Steve Trent for the Hospitality 
Room. Bruce Hemp and Susan Yates for Sunday Breakfast. Brian and Sue Hart for helping with registration. 
Jim Mitchell for being Master of Ceremonies at Saturday's banquet. Chris Correa for holding down the fort 

at the museum and PX. Jim Belcher for updating the crowd on the Legacy Preservation Corps. Phil Bentley 

for presenting the scholarships. Tom Del Valle and Doug Pennock for stepping in for the ailing John Arthur to 
present the Sports Hall of Fame awards. The United Pentecostal Church for allowing us full use of the campus. 
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vanBreemen’'s Expressions 


Staff Surprise 


If you work at something long enough, you begin to think 
nothing more can surprise you. A few weeks ago, this notion 
was (once again) proven incorrect. Col. Tim Mannasmith 
(1968 - 1984) paid us a visit at the museum one day. He spent 
a good deal of time with Chris, answering his questions and 
telling tales about his long tenure at AMA. At the end of the 
conversation, he mentioned that he had an AMA Staff patch 
and his Ad Astra Society pin he was thinking of donating to 
the museum. Of course, we were thrilled at the offer but then 
he hesitated about the Ad Astra pin. I told him he should keep 
it, as it obviously meant a lot to him but that I was particularly 
interested in the patch. 


A week or so later, when I arrived at the museum, I found an 
envelope laying on my keyboard with a Harrisonburg address. 
When I opened it up, I discovered this very interesting patch: 


I dug through our database and could find no previous 
reference to such a patch. This then led me to scour our on- 
line publications (Recalls and Bayonets) for any photographic 
evidence of such a thing. At first, I found nothing, but then 

I dug a little deeper. I had never paid attention to it before, 
because I wasn't aware it existed, but there it was (is), pages 
122 and 123 of the 1974 RECALL have photos of Col. Dekle 
and Capt. Sharp in uniform with said patch. Go on-line and 
look it up yourself. There are more than likely other examples, 
but now I had proof of its existence. 


This particular patch shows no signs of ever having been 
stitched onto a uniform so it is what we in the military 
collector’s world would call “NOS” (New Old Stock). The fact 
that these photos were found in the 1974 RECALL altered a 
previous hypothesis of mine that it was conceived later in the 
school’s life as a means of ‘sprucing up” the staff’s image. In 
1974 they needed no sprucing! It did annoy me that we had 


previously no knowledge of such a thing existing. But then I 
poured myself a bourbon and sat and pondered the meaning 
of life and this patch, as I often do on days which end in Y). 


In the history of Augusta Military Academy, roughly 12,000 
young men marched on these grounds. Conversely, in that 
same period of time, less than 600 men and women are 
known to have been employed as staff or faculty. The odds 
simply dictate that we would have a LOT less data on them 
than the students. Even fewer of them are still with us to ask 
questions of, so the challenge of filling in the blanks becomes 
even more difficult. 


AMA Staff uniform patch, courtesy of Col. Tim Mannasmith 


Knowing this, I believe it would behoove the museum and 
the alumni, to make a concerted effort to find, and talk to the 
remaining AMA staff, wherever they may be. As important 
as the memories and stories of the alum are to us at the 
museum, none of them would have been made possible 
without the unwavering support and guidance of the AMA 
professional staff. Just when you think you've heard it all, a 
little something shows up on your desk and upsets the whole 
apple cart. 


Rich vanBreemen 
Museum Curator 
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AMA Changed My Life 


By Ronald E. Frees ‘61 


I was 15 years old. My father and I were 
driving to Ft. Defiance Virginia for the 
purpose of my being interviewed for fall 
enrollment at Augusta Military Academy! 
We spent the night in a boarding house where 
my father rented a room. We had traveled 
from Pittsburgh by way of the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike and then through Hagerstown 
and finally on Route 11. There was no air 
conditioning anywhere that I can remember, 
and I was hot and scared. 


My father and I were taken to General Roller’s office on 
the ground floor of Barracks, front right. He was a big man 
compared to me and my dad. He was very kind, and I was 
at ease because he called me “one of his boys”. The interview 
was short. General Roller asked me two questions; what the 
boiling temperature of water was and what is the state capitol 
of Virginia. I passed. He then stood up and asked me to punch 
him in the arm. I shook my head no and he insisted so I hit 
him. It was like hitting a rock. He then proceeded to tell me 
about his athletic accomplishments and his fitness routine. 
Later that year, I witnessed The Big Boy coaching the football 
team in his shirt sleeves. He was hitting the boys to toughen 
them up! This greatly impressed me, and he was 79 years old 
at the time. I later found out that he had been the quarterback 
from 1907-1908 while attending VMI. 


The daily routine was not that hard for me to adapt to. My 
father was a disciplinarian and eight members of our family 
shared one bathroom. So, getting up a little earlier for 
a shower and keeping my mouth shut was not hard to do. 
Bracing was something required by all new cadets when in 
Barracks. With your arms at your side, you had to bend your 
arms so that your elbows were behind you, keeping the palms 
of your hand at your waist. At the same time, tuck in your 
chin, walk beside the railing and do not talk! We also learned 
how to tuck in our shirt and tie a tie that we wore every day. 


I started out with two roommates but before Thanksgiving 
in 1959, one of them was gone. Expelled. At a very late hour, 
maybe midnight, the entire corps assembled on the stoops 
and watched our former roommate being taken from the 
center of the quadrangle where a bell was rung, then through 
the arches to a waiting taxicab and off into the night. It was 
raining and foggy. I still get chills thinking about it. 


My remaining roommate, Lee Jackson, stayed with me that 
year and the next. We both attended The Citadel and remain 
friends to this day. Another AMA classmate, Larry Greene, 
attended the Citadel with us. He was Killed in Vietnam in 
1968. 


My first year I was in the band. We marched in many parades 
throughout Virginia which was a wonderful experience. I 


played the tuba. The band company did not 
have rifles, but we still had our instruments 
inspected in lieu of rifle inspection. I had to 
use Brasso on that beast every week! To my 
surprise, my second year I was promoted to 
First Sargent of E Company. I was issued a 
sabre and thought, how many boys attended 
AMA and were never issued a rifle? My first 
year a tuba and now a sabre. WOW! 


A greater surprise was when I was nominated 
for the “Roller Rifles”. Holy Cow! The “Roller 
Rifles”. What an honor. Somebody here really 
likes me. I was issued a rifle and starting 
drilling right away. We drilled a lot and I 
eventually fit in. Like the band, we traveled 
to many parades throughout Virginia, and won many awards 
too. My second year at AMA was wonderful. My roommate 
and I studied together each evening and were on the honor 
roll most of the year. One of the perk’s of being on the honor 
roll was that you could go back to your room in Barracks and 
have a smoke. Yes, smoking was permitted in your room, not 
outside your room. 


Saturday nights were spent in the Big Room watching movies 
or waxing your concrete floor in your room. Just like waxing 
a car. Then we walked on the floor in our socks until the 
Sunday inspection was over. Each Sunday the rooms were 
inspected. Windows were cleaned, clothing folded properly, 
rifles cleaned, bed made properly, no dust anywhere, shoes 
shined. We got very proficient at these inspections with each 
one of us doing their share of work. 


Lee and I had two additional roommates our second year. 
Bill Lawrence from Columbus, Ohio and Ray Barber from 
Rockville, Maryland. They were both in the band. Lee was 
the guidon for B Company, and he hailed from Towson, 
Maryland. Bill Lawrence had a reel-to-reel tape recorder 
and would tape our favorite songs from the radio broadcast. 
He would pause the tape when the songs ended and wait 
for another song to begin and start the recorder again. He 
did this for hours at a time. We loved it when he would play 
the finished tape of non-stop songs. We had this recorder 
plugged in and turned on overnight so that when the power 
was restored in the morning, we had music. 


On Sunday’s, we marched up the hill to the Stone Church 
for church services. In the afternoon the entire Battalion 
assembled for a parade around the bowl onto the football field 
where each company “passed in review”. There were always 
a lot of visitors that drove onto the campus to witness these 
parades. It must have been very impressive to see over 500 
young men in uniform marching with rifles with precision. 
Rain nor shine prevented these parades from occurring. We 
even had them in the snow. 


Each Sunday we were all required to write a letter to our 
parents. I remember receiving a few dollars in the return 
mail. I didn't really need money except for haircuts and soda 
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and chips at the PX. We got enough to eat in the mess hall, 
and everyone cleared their plate. I never had a “dippy” egg 
though. I still see those sunny side up eggs sliding off the tray 
onto our plate. Chop up those eggs, add some mayonnaise 
and you had a sandwich. There was a faculty member seated 
at each table of seven boys. They ate the noon mess with 
us every day but Sunday. On Sunday there were cold cuts 
and you helped yourself under the watchful eye of Captain 
Peduto. You did not have to eat in the mess hall because on 
Sundays, parents could visit their boy(s) and take them out 
to dinner. Mostly boys in the junior school had parent’s that 
would take advantage of that opportunity. This also afforded 
the CW’s a much-needed afternoon off. 


When you had demerits for a myriad of infractions, you were 
required to march in front of barracks for one hour per demerit. 
Or you were assigned “coal”. A coal was one wheelbarrow 
full of coal that one would fill with a coal shovel then push it 
forever to the boiler house where steam was generated to heat 
the school, boil the water and for food preparation. I got 10 or 
20 coal once. No more for me. Punishment works. 


Marching off your demerits was 
done on Monday afternoon. We had 
ROTC training on Monday mornings 
and were allowed to go to town on 
Monday afternoon. So, if you were 
marching, no town privileges. There 
were no classes on Monday as we 
had classes on Saturday. There were 
no electives nor were there any gym 
classes or study halls. Each boy had 
to participate in two sports each year. 
I had joined the rifle team which was 
considered one of the sports because 
we trained. We practiced all year long, 
so I was covered with the one sport. 
The rifle team was very successful my 
first year. We won the 2nd Army’s 
postal match and finished second 
and third for the William Randolph 
Hearst trophy with our first and 
second team while posting a winning 
record for the season. 


AMA was advertised in National Geographic at the time of 
my enrollment. My father saw the add and approached his 
mother-in-law, my grandmother, for assistance. I was blessed 
to have such a grandmother who could pay my tuition and 
encourage me. My father wanted a better education for me 
than what was available where we lived. The public school 
was overcrowded and had gone to half-day sessions. This 
presented a great opportunity for me to be irresponsible and 
slide through the tenth grade. AMA on the other hand was 
very structured. Each evening we studied in our rooms for 
what I remember was two hours. Faculty members patrolled 
on the stoops, looking in the windowed doors of each room 
making sure that we studied. No talking. I loved the structure. 


Everyone was treated equally. Same clothing, same food, same 
rooms and I started thinking of a military career. 


Because AMA was an Honor school, AMA had the privilege 
of sending three boys a year to one of the service academies. 
I applied for this, and the AMA faculty selected me and two 
other cadets for this opportunity. The three of us worked out 
lifting weights in the evenings after study hall in “The Tower”. 
The testing was composed of three parts: Physical, mental and 
academics. We traveled to West Point by train with a stopover 
in D.C. We even found a speakeasy that served us a pitcher of 
beer. After arriving at West Point, we went to the gymnasium 
and had a workout. Then we were interviewed and given a 
tour of the Campus event had chow in the Mess Hall. 


After my grades were submitted and the college boards were 
taken the waiting was intense. Finally, the letter came stating 
that I was qualified but not accepted. I did not know that an 
Honor School appointment was a competitive appointment 
and although I made the grade, there were many more cadets 
from many more Honor Schools smarter than me. Had I 
known about Senatorial appointments, there could have been 
a different outcome. 


On one occasion that I happened 
to be Officer of the Day, Colonel 
Gardner was the faculty member 
that was also on duty. (The guard 
house was immediately on the left 
as you entered the arch) The lights 
went out each evening when the 
main circuit breaker in the guard 
house was broken at 2200 hours. Col. 
Gardner asked us where we intended 
to go to college. Since the Big Boy 
went to VMI and I wanted to have a 
military career, I said VMI. He said, 
“what is wrong with The Citadel”? 
Before you could whistle Dixie, my 
roommate Lee and I were accepted 
at The Citadel. Boy was I a proud 
Cadet. So, Lee Jackson and I together 
with Larry Greene, went off to The 
Citadel. 


I was on the committee to decorate the gym for the Final 
Ball. It was something to behold. Gold foil in massive rolls 
was strung from the rafters to cover the ceiling and walls of 
the gym. We climbed up the radiators from the balcony to 
accomplish this feat. At the annual reunion last year, which 
was my 60th, I was amazed to see how difficult that would be 
for me today. Of course, we were younger, thinner and more 
agile. Also, no fear. 


The gym was used for dances with the girls from Stuart 
Hall and Fairfax Hall. If a cadet was in good standing with 
grades and no demerits, they could hook up with a girl who 
also was in good standing at their school. We would wait in 
the gym and a bus would arrive with the girls and we could 
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watch them get off the bus, counting each one. We had been 
assigned numbers starting at the number one, and they were 
to match the corresponding girl’s number as they disembarked 
the bus(s). There were a few trades of numbers, but Colonel 
Savage saw the ruse and corrected it with the warning that we 
might miss the next dance. I had Colonel Savage for chemistry, 
and he was a wonderful instructor. He roomed with a cocker 
spaniel, whose name was Tallulah. 


I attended The Citadel making the Freshman Rifle Team. 
I also was on the Freshman Sabre drill squad. My parents 
attended Parents Day and I saw my father smile at what I was 
accomplishing. He had been so disappointed in me when I 
was in public school, but I had found myself at AMA and this 
was the reward for hard work. 


February 20, 1962. My father died suddenly at the age of 
42. In short order I became a civilian and was back home in 
Pennsylvania helping my mother and six younger siblings. 


In 1963, I met this beautiful girl at a record hop in Butler, Pa. 
Her name is Sandra and we got married that same year. We 
will be married for 60 years in 2023. We have three children 
and four grandchildren and two great grand dogs. 


I went back to college as a night student in 1977 and eventually 
graduated with a Mechanical Engineering degree in 1986 
while maintaining a family and a job as a Piping Designer. 
I did board work for 25 years and by the time I earned my 
degree, CADD was being introduced. I was grateful to just be 
doing Engineering and not creating drawings anymore. (Four 
of my siblings received their degrees before I received mine) 


In the year 2000, myself and three other engineers formed 


our own engineering company, Quattro Associates and were 
very successful in the Pittsburgh region. In 2008, a large 
corporation acquired Quattro, and we were tucked into their 
engineering division in Pittsburgh. I retired in 2013 at the age 
of 70. 


I have attended several AMA reunions. I participated in the 
retirement of the Roller Rifles colors and attended my 60th 
anniversary reunion last year. There were two earlier reunions, 
but I do not recall the years that I attended. 


My roommate Lee Jackson introduced me to Ocean City, 
Maryland in the summer of 1960. He taught me how to 
body surf and I fell in love with the ocean. I have taken my 
family to the shore every summer since 1966. We could never 
afford staying at the beach so we would stay in Salisbury, Md 
in a motel and eat breakfast out of those little cereal boxes 
that you would cut open and add milk. My wife would make 
sandwiches and we would go to Ocean City as the sun was 
coming up so that we could secure free parking. Back at the 
motel in the afternoon we would take a nap and then go out 
for a dinner. We never took a week at the shore though, just a 
few days was all that we needed. To this day, my entire family, 
children and in-laws are at the shore ever year, mostly in the 
Carolinas. We now stay at the beach just a short walk to the 
beautiful ocean. I have been blessed with a wonderful life. 


AMA turned me around from what was looking like a wasted 
youth. The effort put in by me to overachieve was rewarded 
while attending AMA and now for the rest of my life. 


Konald E. Frees 67 
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The day after, a highlight of every reunion. 


Stuart Hall’s two strongest supporters of AMA, Bruce Hemp and Su- 
san Lamberts Yates, provided breakfast at Bruce's home to anyone 

who wants it. This tradition has been going on for many years, and it is 
looked forward to on an annual basis. Donations are accepted which go 
to Bruce's favorite charity, Jacob's Ladder. Bruce and Tom match what 
comes in, and provide a delicious custom prepared omelet and all the 
fixins’ 


i ae 


at 
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David Brewer, ‘46 
December 5, 1929 - August 26, 2022 


Theodore Shonts, ‘49 
May 22, 1931 - June 18, 2022 


Robert W. Scates, ‘51 
April 28, 1933 - May 15, 2021 


John Aragona, ‘63 
July 14, 1945 - August 21, 2022 


Willard G. Sink, ‘64 
January 2, 1945 - October 2, 2021 


Walter Chadwick, ‘68 
July 16, 1948 - September 29, 2022 


David Knight, ‘69 
January 5, 1950 - September 7. 2022 


Brett K. DeCasari, ‘72 
March 29, 1954 - September 12, 2022 


Brian D. Penniston, ‘79 
March 27, 1961 - August 17, 2022 


Christmas ornaments - The idea is to have alumni and family (friends as well) to send in 
a homemade Christmas ornament. I have requested that the ornament have a small hang 
tag or sticker (sticker on the back of the ornament) with the name and class year of the 
alumni. I have requested that the ornaments be sent to the museum and the cut off date is 
November 15. We will put of the Christmas tree Dec 1 and leave it up until the first week 
of Jan. Chris will point out the tree with the ornaments as part of the tour to our visitors. 
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And thus ends my tenure as Bayonet editor, after 21 editions over 5 years. 


It's been a very rewarding challenge for me to prepare each edition, 
knowing that I was, as some have described me, the “glue that keeps 
us together” But the truth is, I never quite felt that way. I am just 
one man paying homage to the school that formed me into what Iam 
today by doing what I can to keep our history and heritage alive for 
future generations. 


I had a great mentor in Bob Bradford, ‘50, to get me started back in 
2017. 


In all honestly, I did not enjoy my two years at AMA. I was a snobbish 
jerk, just trying to get through it. My parents lived overseas first in 
Norway my first year, and in South Africa my senior year. There was 
no calling home to get me out of there. I was stuck, with no way out. 


My sophomore year, I attended the Stavanger American School 
in Stavanger, Norway. The school was only two years old and still 
developing as an American-style school. We decided to put together 
a yearbook, and I was a part of that. So, in 
my application to AMA, I put that down as an 
activity. Eagle-eyed Doc Savedge spotted that. 
He was standing at the door to the Big Room at 
the end of our first meeting of the year in the Fall 
of 1968. He literally grabbed me as I exited, and 
pulled me aside, took me up to his second stoop 
office and interviewed me. His first question 
was do I know what pica meant. Of course I had 
no idea except that it was a character width on 
some type writers. I guess he saw something in 
me despite my lame answer, because I was from 
day two a Doc Boy, with all the privileges and 
protections that came with that. Had it not been 
for Doc’s umbrella of protection over me, there 
is no telling how much worse my time at AMA 
might have been. 


I left AMA just glad to be done with those two 
years. There were no tears. I had made no 
friends, and I put AMA behind me and moved on with my life. 


Fast forward 26 years to 1996. Out of the blue I got an email from 
Steve Pearson, my former roommate of 1-1/2 years. He was doing 
his part to locate alumni and bring them back into the fold. It was 
about that same time that I read the Reader’s Digest article about Doc 
Savedge. In the summer of 1996, a niece got married in Alexandria. 
We decided to drive down Route 11 to see the campus. When we 
crested the hill. I got pretty choked up when I saw the Barracks after 
26 years. I guess the timing was right, because from that moment 
until today, AMA has been ever so close to my heart. It began to 
dawn on me just how much AMA had influenced the man I had 
grown to be. 


I took it upon myself to delve into the world of the world wide web, 
and I created the AMA website in 1996. I knew two things. First, 
the Alumni Association could not afford a website, so I decided to 
fund the thing myself. It wasn’t terribly expensive back then, it just 
took a lot of time and effort. Secondly, being the independent cuss 
that I was, I did not want the Board to tell me what to do with it. I 
felt I needed complete independence to fulfill my goals. In 2016, at 
the urging of then Foundation Chairman Blaine Clarke, I completely 
renovated the website into what it is today. It’s now 6 years old and 


showing it. I need to completely redesign the website once more. 


I've made countless journeys to Fort Defiance over the years to spend 
weeks at a time photographing our collection, our exhibits, the 
campus, all things AMA. I currently have over 10,000 photos taken 
over the last 20 years. Earlier this year, the museum staff discovered 
that one of the grade books from the early 1970’s was missing. This 
alarmed me greatly, as the grade books are the only definitive record 
of a cadet’s enrollment. So in April, I took yet another journey to 
the valley, scanner and laptop in hand. I spent four days scanning 
the grade books, beginning with 1983 and working backwards. I 
scanned 2967 pages covering 1970 through 1983. This next year I 
plan to return to continue this project. 


In 2021, while on a trip to the museum, we opened up a trunk labeled 
Hoover's trunk. Once again I got excited at the enormous collection 
of photos, negatives, 8mm films and audio recordings from the 1940's 
forward. I knew right then that there was no way for me to digitize 
all of this material while there, so I brought it 
all home to work on. So far I’ve got most of the 
8mm film digitized, and about half of the audio 
tapes digitized. There are approximately 500 
slides, and perhaps 100 rolls of negatives that I 
have not started on. Plus a small file box of flat 
negatives , perhaps several hundred of them. 


We have only about half of our RECALLS 
digitized. I have developed an efficient work 
flow to do this, and have added four to our on- 
line collection this year. Once I can get more 
time, digitizing these will progress rapidly. 
Archive.org is an on-line repository whose goal 
is similar to the national archives, that is, to 
preserve everything forever. I have uploaded all 
of our digitized Recalls, our student Bayonets, 
and catalogs to this site. Their future availability 
is no longer dependent on our website. 


The museum is in the process of moving our accounts from Google 
Workspace to Microsoft 365 For Business thanks to a very generous 
grant from Microsoft. I am the technical lead during the migration. 
Microsoft has donated six Surface Pro tablets for use as informational 
kiosks throughout the museum display areas. I am writing the 
software and creating the videos for these. 


Tm also a very active member of the Foundation Board of Directors, 
being on the Public Relations and the Fund Raising committees. 


TIME is my enemy. I'm 70 years old now. My Lord only knows how 
much more time I have on this earth, and I have so much already 
lined up to do for AMA. So something had to give. I determined 
that the Bayonet would be the easiest thing to turn over to someone 
else. Like Doug said in his Chairmans letter on page two, we've tried 
for two years to find my replacement, with no success. 


My hope for the future is two-fold. I hope someone will step 


up and carry the Bayonet forward, to be that person who provides 
the “glue that binds us together.” Secondly, if publishing the Bayonet 
is not “your thing,” I hope that each of you will search your heart and 
find out what “your thing” is, and give it to AMA. Become involved 
in some way and use whatever talent you have to help the legacy, 
heritage and history of AMA move forward. 
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